The George Sand-

the half as much of Pascal; when will come the more than ever?

It is between 40 and 45 degrees in the shade here. They are
burning the forests; another barbarous stupidity! The wolves
come and walk into our court, and we chase them away at night,
Maurice with a revolver and I with a lantern. The trees are
losing their leaves and perhaps their lives. Water for drink-
ing is becoming scarce; the harvests are almost nothing; but
we have war, what luck!

Farming is going to nought, famine threatens, poverty is
lurking about while waiting to transform itself into Jacquerie;
but we shall fight with the Prussians. Malbrough s'en va-t-en
guerre!

You said rightly that in order to work, a certain lightness
was needed; where is it to be found in these accursed times ?

Happily, we have no one ill at our house. When I see
Maurice and Lina acting, Aurore and Gabrielle playing, I do
not dare to complain for fear of losing all.

I love you, my dear old friend, we all love you.

Your troubadour,

G. Sand

CLXXIL    To GEORGE SAND

Croisset, Wednesday, 3 August, 1870

What! dear master, you too are demoralized, sad? What
will become of the weak souls?

As for me, my heart is oppressed in a way that astonishes
me, and I wallow in a bottomless melancholy, in spite of work,
in spite of the good Saint-Antoine who ought to distract me.
Is it the consequence of my repeated afflictions? Perhaps. But
the war is a good deal responsible for it. I think that we are
getting into the dark.

Behold then, the natural man. Make theories now! Boast
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